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A DIAOLOGUE 


BETWEEN THE 


_ E oi Sh-andlL. Bell- 


In the Tower, concerning rhe PL or, 


J. 
Wi B. Your Name ? JS. Tis $ ry. 

B. Then come not here. 

Yet hold, methinks though, I am pleas'd to ſee 

Your Lordſhip in ſuch Honeſt Company. 

'Tis long ſince you and I exchang'd a Word, 

But tis to you I owe the Thanks my Lord. 

Why ſhould you make our Plot a Female one 7 

And Copulating with her get a Son, 

Isc thus you Signalize your Fame and Worth, 

To let your Plots trom ours have their Birth ? 

My Lord, I thought you more your Honour pr1z d, 

Than to endure to be thus Scandaliz'd. 

S. Saving your Lordihips Favour, you mult know, 
That I have as much right to Plot as you. 

I took more pains then ever you yet did, 
Bat all my pinking could not keep it hid. 

B. ThisPlaguy Juſtice 1s a bitter thing : 

S. And ſo 15 Law, Religion and a King. 

B. Burt heark you Sir, do you take us tor Fools, 
Torail againſt us, and yet uſe our Rulcs ? 
Cannot we ſow Divilion 1n a State, 

But you mult do it too at any Rate ? 

Can't we broach Maximes for Depoting Kings, / 
Trample on Crowns, and uſe Ambitious Wings, 
But you muſt act. the ſame great Noble thinys ? 
Ist not enough for us to do what's evil, / 
But yau mult allo give your ſelf to th* Devil ? 

S. Nay pray Sic, I beſeech you ben't uncivil : 

Perhaps in him claim as much as you ; 

[ for Religion wear the trueſt Blew. 

There wants a Reformation in the State, 

And the True Proteſtants I would make Great. 
The Duke of Tork | would Exclude in Seaſon, 
And (et up M without Senſe or Reaſon. 

I with the Godly ones will once more Joyn, 
To darken and deſtroy the Royal Line. 

B.. Now 'tis you have a Zealous Rebels Fate, 
Thus Fairly Suffering tor the Saints o'th* State. 

Bur yet my Lord, I do not underſtand, 

Why you ſhould take our Plot out of our Hand, 
And rob us of that Honour we ſhould have . 
Pray good my Lord, let me your Reaſons crave. 
I ſay 'twas pericct Thett. 


Y Lord. B. Who's there ? 
S. A Melancholly Peer : 


- a I——S— O_o —_— _— _—————— 


A J' You 


-— ow a 
OD — — I AO ms 


I, You went about 
The grand Affair as if you'd ne'r get out. 

It was but Bunglingly you made a ſhow, 
Our Plot from Sounder Politicks does grow. 
Our Cauſe the Godly's is, who would once more, 
Make Eighty One dance back to Fourty Four. 
Faction and Tumult I will (hill prefer, 

For I'm ſecure by being Popular. 

ZZ. And what did Fate at laſt upon you ſhower, 
But Burigle you with me herein the Tower? 
Suppoſ- you ſhould be made in each degree, 

Tob agpreater Traitor far than me ; 

Yo: that have ſet three Kingdoms in a Flame, 

By the Grand Magick of a Triple Name. 

You that have riggled in as wany Shapes, 

As Proteus, or a Colony of Apes. 

You that have headed Factions, (till appear'd 
Like the great Northern Star by which they ſteard. 
tou that have been (o Treacherous to a King, 

So conſtant to the many-headed thing. 

So Falle to Princes, fo unjuſt to Peers, 

How durſt thou venture to prophane my Ears, 
With your old Grievance, Jealoufies and Fears ? 
You dug this pit for us, but Juſtice ſhows, £ 


He that's a Foe to Friends, and Friend to Foes 
Tho' ſpar'd 3 while, yet ne'er unpuniſht goes. 
How free from Plots I liv'd, let time declare, 


But for your wiles I might have breath'd ellewhere ; 
Tho' now (like you) I'm forc'd to take this Air. 
Oh! that ſince Juſtice has been yet lo kind, 
To ſpare you, you'd be Popiſhly enclin'd 3 
And letthis ſpace Chow ſhort the Heavens know ) 
That's now vouchlaf'd you to conſume below, 
Be ſpent m Prayers and Tears, that this bleſt place, 
You hke your Purgatory may embrace. 
Diſgorge your Ape-ſick Soul of all thar's pair, 
Speak Truth, and that once ipoken, {veak your laſt, 
Farewel. 

S. ,But hold my Lord, one word for me, 
Pray let me ſhow you my Integrity. 

B. Begone, T1 hear no more, but this I leave, 
The poor unthinking Crowd to unvzecetve. 
He that would write a ſecond part of thee, 
Muſt dip in Gall, and work with Trapedyv. 
Abandon Conſcience, break, not tear the Laws, 
Throw off Allegiance to ſupport the Caule. 
Be this, or that, or any thing that's [Il, 
Make Plots, then find 'em out, Forlwear and Ka, 
And frame a Magna Charta of his Will, 
Side with the growing Faction ; ridicule 
All but the patient Aſs and plodding Mule. 
Vail with Religion, that's a certain Mask, 
The Godly party 1! give before you Ask, 
But his Meanders cannot be expreſt, 
Words are too mean, [ bluſh to think the reſt. 
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